And tumbling down of towers and of walls

Upon the miner and the carpenter.

I struck down Samson, that pillar shaker;

And mine are all the maladies so cold,

The treasons dark, the machinations old;

My glance is father of all pestilence.

Now weep no more. I'll see, with diligence,

That Palamon, who is your own true knight,

Shall have his lady, as you hold is right.

Though Mars may help his man, yet none the less

Between you two there must come sometime peace,

And though you be not of one temperament,

Causing each day such violent dissent,

I am your grandsire and obey your will;

Weep then no more, your pleasure I'll fulfill.1*

Now will I cease to speak of gods above,
Of Mars and Venus, goddess of all love,
And tell you now, as plainly as I can,
The great result, for which I first began.

Explicit tercia pars.
Sequitur pars quarta.

Great was the fete in Athens on that day,

And too, the merry season of the May

Gave everyone such joy and such pleasance

That all that Monday they'd but joust and dance,

Or spend the time in Venus' high service.

But for the reason that they must arise

Betimes, to see the heralded great fight,

All they retired to early rest that night.

And on the morrow, when that day did spring,

Of horse and harness, noise and clattering,

There was enough in hostelries about.

And to the palace rode full many a rout

Of lords, bestriding steeds and on palfreys.

There could you see adjusting of harness,

So curious and so rich, and wrought so well

Of goldsmiths' work,'embroidery, and of steel;

The shields, the helmets bright, the gay trappings,